a comely King Charles spaniel which she bought from a
bombed area during the Battle of Britain.
I am perfectly aware that for people who do not love dogs,
there will be too much about them in this story of John's
life; but it is her life I am writing and not theirs, and to her,
from childhood onwards, dogs were always an integral
part of existence.
On that last terrible journey by ambulance to London she
insisted upon stopping the ambulance at Taunton so that
the two dogs should be personally handed over to the vet
who would take care of diem, and only a few weeks before
her death, she herself gave me instructions as to their
future ... she was quite convinced that she would meet
them again together with all the animals she had loved.
It was while we were living at *The Black Boy' in the
summer of 1932 that I became suddenly and seriously ill,
was taken to London for a major operation, and three days
later very nearly left John and this earth. The operation
had been perfectly successful but my heart had always been
a doubtful quantity and nearly went back on us altogether.
I sometimes feel that I must have been much more selfish
than I had ever admitted to myself, because when I look
back upon that grave and at first painful illness, which to
John was always a nightmare memory, all I can remember
is perfect happiness. Physical pain and discomfort are so
easily forgotten, but not the ceaseless and loving care that
made them not only endurable but of little consequence...
The warm, happy consciousness of being absolutely essen-
tial to the one being on earth who is all in all
Very clear memories have remained of that illness: one
of weakness and weariness beyond belief that refused all
nourishment and was only asking to slip away out of life,
and of suddenly opening my eyes and seeing John sitting
in